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skeleton wooden hand at the end of a stick served
to greet terrified negroes at midnight. For safety
every man carried a small whistle and a brace
of pistols.

The trembling negro who ran into a gathering
of the Ku Klux on his return from a Loyal League
meeting was informed that the white-robed figures
he saw were the spirits of the Confederate dead
killed at Chickamauga or Shiloh, now unable to
rest in their graves because of the conduct of the
negroes. He was told in a sepulchral voice of the
necessity for his remaining more at home and
taking a less active part in predatory excursions
abroad. In the middle of the night a sleeping
negro might wake to find his house surrounded
by a ghostly company, or to see several terrifying
figures standing by his bedside. They were, they
said, the ghosts of men whom he had formerly
known. They had scratched through from Hell to
warn the negroes of the consequences of their mis-
conduct. Hell was a dry and thirsty land; and
they asked him for water. Bucket after bucket of
water disappeared into a sack of leather, rawhide,
or rubber, concealed within the flowing robe. The
story is told of one of these night travelers who
called at the cabin of a radical negro in Attakapas